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A "sourdough" prospector or trap- 
per of the Yukon carries his name- 
sake— a lump of sour dough— in his 
pocket or in some other handy con- 
tainer, when he is on the move. 
For this kind of transportation, the 
yeasty stuff is often mixed with flour 
to the stiffness of putty. In a pocket 
it may keep company with matches, 
rock specimens, thread and needle, 
a toothbrush and rifle cartridges. 
Any or all of these articles may be- 
come mixed up with it— or in the 
bannock bread which the "sour- 
dough" camper bakes. 




One dat, when preston 
STILL A CONSTABLE, WAS 
ON A ROUTINE PATROL, A 
DISTANT WAIL DREW HIM 
OFF THE TRAIL... 


IT'S A BEAR! HE'S L. 
GOT DAVE MATTHEWS 
TREED! 


WHOA.YOU HUSKIES!-" 
IT'S AMAN...UPATREE! 
AND THERE'S SOME- 
THING BELOW. . . y 


Clinging with numbed hands to his windy 


I'LL GET AS NEAR AS I CAN L 
BEFORE THAT BEAR SEES ME! 
CAN'T AFFORO TO MISS A 

VITAL SHOT WITH , ** 

.THIS 40-30! S- 


PERCH, THE TREED MAN RAISES HIS VOICE 
AGAIN IN A HOPELESS CALL. 


With a rifle too light for the huge game,preston 

CLOSELY FIGURES HiS CHANCES. 




Wm/l 







GOOD ENOUGH.' ! CAN'T 
GET CLOSER WITHOUT 
INVITING A CHARGE... 


U^S PRESTON BRINGS HIS 
[WEAPON UP TO AIM — 


HIS LEADING TEAM DOG, 

TRAILING A CHEWED TRACE, 
HURTLES PAST HI M TOWAR D 

BEAR^^^SB^M 


GRRRRR- 

.YAM' 


[RAVE, BUT RECKLESS, BRUCE TAKES NO ACCOUNTOF THE 
RIZIW'S SIZE AND STRENGTH . 


HE'LL KILL8RUCE THE FIRST 
BLOW, UNLESS 


YEA-AY' GIT 
HIM, OOG! , 


YA-YARR- 

RRRGH! 


POOF- 

WOOF.' 


Preston's bullethalf stuns the bear-- 


But ONLY FOR AN 
INSTANT.' GROWLING 
THUNDEROUSLY, HE 
ROLLS TO HIS FEET 
SHAKING OFF THE DOG. 


FA AR fifty/ 





Again and again, preston fires, with little effect? 

THE BEAR COMES AT HIM, A HALF TON OF RAGE AND 
DESTRUCTION... 


UGHH-pRR! 


To APPEARANCES PRESTON'S RIFLE MIGHT 
AS WELLHAVE BEEN A PEASHOOTER? 

THE GREAT BULK REARS UP . 


fffi'OOfr 


OWrRRh; 


GRRRR - 


W AND 

™ KNOCKS THE 
.30-30 FROM 
THE MOUNTlfS 
HANDS? 


At that instant.the husky's jaws close on the 
BEAR'S HAUNCH? THE BRUTE HALF TURNS 


AND LANDS A 

MIGHTY BLOW? 


DONE FOR! THOSE 
RIFLE BULLETS 
DID TAKE EFFECT- 









THERE HE IS, PRESTON' HIS 


/ HIS FATHER'S SILVER 
BOT---THE GREATEST LEAD 
DOG IN THE NORTHWEST... 
SAY, LITTLE FELLOW* YOU 
HAVE PLENTY OF SPUNK!— 
DAVE, I'LLPAYYOUWELL 
^-i FOR HIM * 


FATHER IS SILVER 
\ BOY... PICK 
D. HIM UP* J 


HAHHRRr? 

GRRRR-- 


YOU PAY ME NOTHING FOR HIM, 
PRESTON ! MAN * I OWE YOU 
MY LIFE TWICE OVER* HE'S / 
■ I'OURS! 


I'LL BE MUSHING OUT 
TO SELKIRK, A MONTH 
FROM NOW, PRESTON* 
I'LL BRING THE PUP , 
ALONG WITH ME, IF / 
YOU CAN MEET ME \ 
THERE — HE'LL BE I 
OLD ENOUGH! J 


J YOU HEAR THAT, 
LITTLE PARTNER? 
WE'RE GOING TO ^ 
BE PALS! OH, j 
YOU LITTLE / 

. BEAUTY/ J 


f AT SELKIRK — 
A MONTH FROM 
TODAY! I'LL BE 
WAITING, DAVE! 


ONE MONTH A NO TWO DATS LATER - 


' PRESTON! DAVE MATTHEWS' 

TEAM HAS JUST COME IN 

ALONE • WITH THE TOWLINE 
BROKEN AND THEIR HARNESS 
BK177 TANGLEO-*- j— r-1 


IT'S STRANGE THAT DAVE SHOULD BE 
TWO OATS LATE, HARRY.. . UNLESS 
SOMETHING HAS HAPPENEO j 


Y GOOD ^ 
[GRIEF! 5 
WHERE ARE 
THEY, JED? 


IT IS STRANGE, 
PRESTON*, 




I'M GOING WITH 
YOU, PRESTON ! 


THEY HAVEN'T EATEN FOR TWO DAYS, 
JEOf DAVE'S HAD AN ACCIDENT? ^ 
WE'LL BACK TRACK 'EM--NOW! J 


IS LATER ,ON THE BACK TRAILOF DAVE'S OOGS- 


THERE! WAY DOWN AT 
THE BOTTOM 


LOOKS LIKE THEY 
WANDERED ALL * 
OVER THE VALLEY, 
v PRESTON f / 


THERE'S DAVEf 


PRESTON— LOOK HERE! THAT 
PUPPY YOU SAID DAVE WAS 
BRINGING— HE WAS THROWN 
CLEAR! HERE ARE HIS rn' 
V TRACKS ! . — y S 


YES! HE FELL — UNDER HIS SLED! 
WHEN THE TOWUNE BROKE! . 


TRACKS? 







’’ MAIS OUH 
I TRY BEFORE TO 
TRAP HER, BUT SHE 
IS TOO SMART... 


ANDRE, IT IS POSSIBLE THAT 
POPPY IS NOT A WOLF— BUT A 
HUSKY THAT SHE ADOPTED.' 
DAVE MATTHEWS WAS BRING- ' 
ING ME A PUPPY WHEN HE J 
WAS KILLED... 


AN ORE, COULD YOU LEAVE 
YOUR TRAP LINES LONG 
ENOUGH TO HELP ME \ 
HUNT OOWN THAT OLD ) 
THREE TOES? NOW? J 


A^TER THREE PAYS OF HUNTING- 


' TOWRRf 
YAP! TIKE ! 


THIS IS THE THREE-TOED WOLF 
TRACK I SAW SIX WEEKS AGO 
NEAR DAVE'S SLED, ANDRE'.. 
Sr\ BUT SHE'S ALONE? . y 


BEHIND THOSE 
ROCKS- WHERE 
V THE TRAIL < 

— v coes— r j 


LISTEN? IT 
SOUND LIKE 
FIGHT? 


'MAYBE SHE 
LEAVE PUPPY 
AT HOME f 


Outside her oen in the cliff, a big wolf is fight- 


ING AGAINST DESPERATE ODDS. 


YEEOWRRf 
OWWRRRR; 
PHTTTf j 


ryriKEf 

'rfpfYAP! 


^YEE-OWRRR, 
PHTTT! YAP. 

^ YAP! ^ 




As THE_ FIGHTING BEASTS WHIRL ABOUT.THE LITTLE 


FELLOW'S HEAD IS RAPPED SHARPLY AGAINSTA ROCK 
BY THE CAT'S JERKING LES ... 


KAAH-AAH! 

KAAAHf 


W'TH A LAST EFFORT, THE SHE-WOLF FLINGS ASIOE THE 


DON'T HIT THE PUP, ANDRE - 


DEAD LYNX IN HER JAWS! ANDRE'S BULLET ACCOUNTS 
FOR THE OTHER... 


C'ESTBIENf 
HE IS THE 
ONE YOU LOST, 
M'SIEU? > 


NO! HE'S ALIVE— THE PUPPY.’ 
AND I CAIJJ'T FIND A WOUND ON 
HIM, ANDRE! 


Bravely the puppy leaps into the fight... 


But old three toes has been fighting on borroweo 

TIME ’WITH A TIRED SIGH, SHE LAYS HER HEAD ON HER 
PAWS AND EXPIRES. 


* * 





NO, ANDRE.HE WON'T FIGHT ME? SEE I'M RUBBING 

MY HANOS THROUGH HIS FOSTER-MOTHER'S FUR’HfLL 
RECOGNIZE HER SCENT ON THEM... AND 

so WE'LLGET ACQUAINTED.' i ' 


f. BUT WILL *> 
HE FIGHT YOU 
WREN HE . 
WAKES UP? 7 


SEE, ANORE ? HE'S WAKING UP I 
HE STILL SMELLS LYNX? 

BUT HE'S NOT AFRAIO 


THAT THREE TOES, SHE FIGHT 
GOOD? ANOTHIS PUPPY, TOO? 

I THINK THESE LYNX, THEY 
\ FINO PUPPY ALONE IN DEN— 
\ BUT HE HOLD THEM OFF TILL 
MAMA WOLF COME HOME? 


^ EEEYUH • 
UH-HJH ? 
GRRRRR... 


HO? HE UCK YOUR HAND, PRESTON! 


I'M GOING TO CALL YOU YUKON KINS'. TLLTEACH 
YOU TO RESPECT GOOD MEN, AND HATE EVILONES? 
TO CAPTAIN A TEAM — PULL YOUR WEIGHT-- 
LEARN SELF-CONTROL- -■= ANO BE NY PARTNER! 
7 *VW7 WHAT DO YOU 

v s/lY > KINQ? J 


IE THE ]/ —AND THE > 
SMELL! ’ P HUMAN SMEUf 

7 ^HE REMEMBERS / 

DAVE'S KINDNESS? OH, 
WHAT A DOG YOU'RE GOING 
TP MAKE, FELLOW? <»g| 


HAHBR- 
ARRB? 
YtNP? j 



WELCOME.' YOU HAVE HAD 
HARD SLEDDING TODAY, 

^ POLICEMAN f l 


1 Breaking trail through wet snow.with even his usually 
FREE LEAD DOG, YUKON KING, PULLING SERGEANT PRESTON 
REACHES A NEWLY-BUILT LOG CABIN... 


I'D HOPED TO REACH DAWSON ) 
BEFORE SPRING BREAK-UP — 
BUT THIS SUDDEN THAW CAUGHT 
ME FIFTEEN MILES ABOVE / 
v HERE? |irr p 


/ GLAO YOU \ 
( REACHED US \ 
J BEFORE DARK. I 
SERGEANT! I'M 
MARTIN REDMOND- 
JHISIS STELLA, 
^/rcxMYWIFE.. 


Y NO, SERGEANT! WE 
BOUGHT IT AND THE PLACER 

CLAIM IT STANDS ON 

FROM A MAN NAMEO SMITH! 

IT TOOK ALL OUR SAVINGS, 
k BUT... — 


WE RE "CHEECHAKOS*-— NEWCOMERS TO THE 
YUKON ! I'LL SET ANOTHER PLACE AT THE TABLE, 
SERGEANT.. .WE WERE JUST BEGINNING SUPPER 


DIO YOU BUILD THIS 
CABIN YOURSELVES, 
_ REOMOND? _ l 


IT'S N/CHf A REAL BARGAINr 

IN THE MORNING YOU CAN WASH A 
PAN FOR YOURSELF, AND GETA BIG 
^ SURPRISE , SERGEANT! —ER.... 

Y0U KN0W < ,T S 0000 
MflMjL FOR STELLA ANO ME 
TO HAVE SOMEBODY 
V TO TALK WITH ' . 




THERE'S SMITH'S PROSPECT HOLE, 


SERGEANT? IT WILL 8E A LOT DEEPER 
WHEN I'VE HAD A CHANCE TO REALLY, 
, WORK IT? i ” - jm 


RIGHT! 


r IT'S RICHER THAN 


THE STRANGE THING 
IS THAT I HAVE NEVER 
SEEN GOLD DUST OF 
THIS COLOR AND 
COARSENESS IN THIS 
. PART OF THE YUKON? 


ALL RIGHT! 
PLENTY OF 
'COLOR* IN 
THIS SAND? 


EVEN MR. SMITH 
LED ME TO < 
BELIEVE ? ) 


'NOT A SIGN OF GOLD ANYWHERE ELSE? \ /MAYBE — 
JUST IN THE SPOT WHERE YOU FIRST ] ( (GULP*)— - 

N— — TTIHlh DUG, REDMOND.. MAYBE IT'S 

S rT Tii^IrT — m / just a rich 

liilim rmc I P0C * eT *e'ye 

J flBjftm (struck' but tm 

, a, sc ->® 


'so WOULD I, SERGEANT? IT 
MIGHT EVEN BE RICHER?, 


I'D LIKE TO SEE WHAT ) 
THE DIRT FROM THE 
REST OF THE PR OSPECT , 
HOLE SHOWS! J 


AFTER TAKING SEVERAL SAMPLES, SERGEANT PRESTON 
HAS DISAPPOINTING NEWS FOR YOUNG REOMONO... 


HERE S WHERE I V E BEEN DIGGING--- 
JUST A FEW PANS 1 THAWED OUT WITH 
FIRE? THE PAST FEW WARM DAYS HAVE 
THAWED A LOT MORE... WANT TO £-1 
w TRY IT? y-r\l rr-sfiSHl 



WE'LLSEE... HOW DEEP. 
^ THIS’ P0CKET-60ES f 


COLOR OF GOLO OUST GOES ONLY 
A FEW INCHES DOWN— IN THE 
SPOT WHERE YOU TOOK YOUR 
FIRST SAMPLES' IT’S NOT S 
EVEN A -POCKET".' 


^1- I’LL TELL ^ 
STELLA — AND 
GET ITOVERy^ 
> with; rag# 


WHOEVER SOLO YOU THIS CLAIM, ) 
REOMONO, SIMPLY "SALTEO- A S. 
SPOT IN HIS WORTHLESS PROSPECT' 
HOLE WITH A HANDFUL OF GOLO 
OUST? AND THAT’S ALL THERE (S'/ 


f ALL—(GULP;)\ 
ALL 1 GOT FOR ’ 
FIVE THOUSAND 
^DOLLARS* J 


THE GOLO OUST DIDN'T ' 
COME FROM THIS SECTION..., 
THAT'S WHAT MADE ME 
"~n SUSPICIOUS ...J 


I'M A FAILURE, STELLAf A FAILURE' 


' COUGH f 
AHUCKf 


AND A SUCKER? WE’VE NOTHING 
LEFT r > r— ' 


I SUCH OTH£R , ) 

J martin; Z 
NOTHING ELSE' 
REALLY MATTERS? 


A VIOLENT COUGHING SPELL WRACKS MARTIN 
REDMONO’S THIN FRAME... 
















YOU SAW ME COMING, OF COURSE--- WHEN SAM'S; 
s. DOGS SOUNDED OFF.' 


WHERE ARE YOUR' 
>S. DOGS? ^ 


/ •• 1 •"x 

CROTS'NS 

RIVER, PRESTON'^^^^^BHWSMB 
MAYBE THAT'S WHERE YOU WILL END UP.TOO. 


RIGHT, sergeant; > 
™ ANO I HAVEN'T DECIDED WHAT 
TO DO WITH YOU AND SAM- -YET? 
UNLESS YOU MAKE A FOOL MOVE- 


NOW, UP WITH YOUR HANDS' 


Hours LATER .WITH THE SUN / water's 
1 rising; up to the" 

^DOOR NOW! MUST BE AN ICE 
'JAM SOMEWHERE OOWNSTREAM. 
UMMM! GIVES ME AN I0EA! 


TO.BACK OF THE CABIN, WITH 
SAM'S WINTER CATCH OF FURS! 
^ I'M TAKING THAT, AS SOON 
Bs AS THE RIVER'S CLEAR 
OF ICE. .BUT LEAVING 
YOU BEHIND IS RISKY! . 


r/PfittE run 
-a YAPP, YELP.. 


'YOU TWO ARE GOING TO TAKE A WALK- 
AS LONG AS YOU CAN WALK! THEN 

YOU CAN TRY SWIMMING T 

IsHEH.HEH.HEH! j 


THEM SWIM TO SAFETY, IF THE WATER S 
RISING THAT FAST, CARR. 

1 w ODLDNT LIFT A FINGER FOR 
'EM, PRESTON* BUT I’VE GOT AN 
^SgBjHBW*SUOEA WHAT TO DO WITH YOU' 





CARR? IF YOU'VE GOT A 
SPECK OF HUMANITY— 
UNCHAIN MY DOGS? rr 
, THEY'LL DROWN? ) 


YOU LOON? YOU'RE 
NOT GIVING US A 
CHANCE? THE WHOLE 
yBUSH IS FLOODED' 


r/ t r// YAHOO 00 Of 
L. YOWPf J— —3 


NOW, KEEP GOING? IF YOlTA 
STOP BEFORE YOU'RE OUT OF 
SHOOTING RANGE, I'LL SHOOT? 




COME ON, 
SAM? a 


UNHH-TCEf 


AND WE’LL 
DROWN, 

PRESTON ! WHAT'S 
k THE USE.ANY- 

L. how—? 


STILL SINK YOU IF 
I WANT TO? \ 


5AM f KEEP YOUR J 
MIND ON WALKING 
BACKWARDS? WE'LL BE mi 
OUT OF RANGE OF HIS PISTOL 
BEFORE WE'RE NECK-DEEP? 


THE WATER WILL GET 


'A CANOE? WHY 
DIDN'T YOU TELL 
ME BEFORE, . 
^ SERGEANT ? / 


$NALLOWEH FROM NOW ON, 
SAM? AND I'VE GOT A A 
CANOE TIED UP IN THE ^ 
BUSH? A LITTLE FURTHER. 


TO GET INTO THE CANOE 
TIED UP LIKE THIS?, 


LONG ...KIN9T COME y 
HE HE, SOY.' AND BE j 
QUIET f r — - t-t/w 


EEErUNf 



ROPES, KING.' GET 


|W>™ A SHORT WHIMRER OF JOY, KING PLUNGES OVER 
THE SIDE... 


OUR HANDS LOOSE < 
-—AS YOU'VE BEEN 
.TAUGHT' J '' 


HE 00 IT? 
REALLY* 


WlaeuHr 

fUHHHHf 


ONE HAND’S FREEf 

6000 BOY, king; 

I’VE GOT A POCKET 
KNIFE THAT CARR 
DIDN'T look for... 


NOW YOU' HE FREE, SAM f CRAWL INTO THE CANOE, 

AND CHANGE TO THE DRY UNDERWEAR OF MINE YOU'LL 
FIND IN AN OILED SACK ... 

ORY PANTS, TOO, AND 
4* A SWEATER ) — 


KINGANDIARE GOING BACK 

TO GET SHORTYf AS SOON AS 
YOU'VE CHANGED, PADDLE OVER^ 
TOWARD THE CABIN, SAM' THERE'S 
^A RIFLE, IF YOU SHOULD NEED IT.' 


'but you'he'' 
UNARMED. 
PRESTON '.i 


DRY CLOTHES — WOW: 
BUT WHAT’LL YOU DO, 


PRESTON 





Meantime, 


'maybe i'd better 

GET OUT WICKERT’S 
CANOE r THAT WATER’S 

. RISING TOO FAST 

& GOING TO BURST THE 
ZL OOOR IN. . 


SURPRISE IS MY WEAPON? I’M GOING TO MAKE 
AN ARREST NOT A KILLING.' ) 


DROP IT, 
SHORTY? 


DROP IT, 


LET GO OF THAT 
GUN, SHORTY? > 




WHERE IS MARTIN REDMOND S 


HAD ENOUGH, 


FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS, 
SHORTY? j-?. 


shorty: 


YARK- 

YURR- 


'under water, bH 

, MAYBE.' YOU CAN DlVt 
^ FOR IT, PRESTON.’^ 


I HAVE ANIOEA THE MONEY ISON YOUR PERSON— • 
BUT THERE'S NO TIME TO SEARCH YOU FOR IT NOW I 
THOSE SLED OOGS MUST BE UNCHAINED... 


THE ICE— n 'S 
CO! NO TO CRUSH a 


TO SWIM AWAYfALL RIGHT- 


/ EEEYUh > 

YUH' 









A little LATER - 


YOU FIGURE IT'S* 
SAFE TO LEAVE 
SHORTY CARR i 
LOOSE ON MY 4 
ROOF ; PRESTON’ 


1^/ NOT MY FEET? 


GETTING WARM NOW, 4 
AREN'T YOU, SHORTY? 


ANO THE WATER RETREATS. 


WHEN CAN WE 
.HAVE A FIRE? 


THEY 

WOULDN'T LET i 
ME NEAR 'EM' 
6-GET ME TO A , 
F-FIREf I'M j 
F-FROZEN '/ 


WITH BUCKETS AND A OISHPAN.THE CABIN IS 


l N HOUR LATER. 


WHERE IS THE MONEY.SHORTY * 

I INTEND TO SEARCH YOU FIRST- 
RIGHT DOWN TO THE SKIN— < 
UNLESS YOU SPEAK UP' 7 — 


IF THE ICE JAM BREAKS 
AND THE WATER GOES 
DOWN, HE'LL STILL STAY 
THERE, SAM . .KING IS r- 
V WATCHING HIM? J 


. r fitiUrSuHgt/MRROt 


AS A RED DAWN BREAKS^THE GREAT ICE JAM DOWN 
RIVER.BURSTS WITH A SOUND LIKE THUNDER... 


I D HAVE HID THE STUFF LAST NIGHT ONLY 

EVERY MOVE I MADE KING GROWLED ■ 

ATME— BAD LUCK TO HIM? S — 


IT'S SEWED 
THE LINING 
COAT? „ 


Ml 





\ WEEK LATER LEAVING SAM WICKERT’S CABIN, 
PRESTON HEAOS UPRIVER... 


WELL,KING,THIS IS SHORTY CARR'S THIRD 
DAY IN JAIL— AND WE'RE ON A HAPPIER. 
-ERRAND NOW... , — . ■ 


MARTIN— LOOK* THAT RED COAT' 
.SERGEANT PRESTON f rax 


'WELL.REOMONO- 


YOUR " MR. SMITH*, OR SHORTY CARR, ) f NO RED 


?J MATIN' 
^ HOW 

WONDERFUL.' 


1 BROUGHT 8ACK -4-VyOU^' 

YOUR FIVE THOUSANDS . ^ 

DOLLARS ? \Y 


SOLD YOU A WORTHLESS CLAIM HE 
HADN'T EVEN RECORDED: PLAIN . 
THEFT? SO THERE IS NO RED / 
TAPE NEEOED TO RETURN THE ) I 
MONEY TO YOU.' \ 


II TAPE 

'/ BUT YOU HAVE 
' NOT MENTIONED 
THE RISKS YOU 
TOOK, SERGEANT' 


THAT’S OUR 8USINESS TO TAKE RISKS IN THE LINE 

■ OF DUTY, EH, KING?, 


YOU WON'T HAVE TO TAKE RISKS ^ 
BECAUSE OF MY FOOLISHNESS < 
AGAIN, SERGEANT PRESTON? I'M 

GOING TO BANK THIS MONEY 

AND WORK A RICH LITTLE PLACE 
I DISCOVERED WTSELR,VNO y 
.DAYS AGO? ^ 


/ FINE, Y 
REDMOND? \ 
AND WITH THAT, | 
WE’LL CALL J 
THIS CASE / 
V CLOSEO? J 




the 

ICE SHIP 

Arnuk, the Eskimo hunter, poised over the 
seal's air hole in the middle of a flat expanse 
of ice and waited patiently for the seal to 
come up for air. 

At last, he saw a grey shadow appear in 
the water underneath the hole and his har- 
poon plunged downward as strongljr as both 
his short, stout arms could drive it. 

"Agh," he grunted in satisfaction, "tonight 
there will be much meat for us." 

But, in that instant, he felt a dull trembling 
crack in the ice under his feet and even before 
he looked up he knew what had happened. 
The stretch of ice on which he was standing 
had cracked away from the great expanse be- 
hind him. Now he floated swiftly out to sea— 
toward the bitter North Pole where no man 
lives. 

He looked back toward the land with one 
glance of agony and then bent again to his 
work. There was no way to return except 
across that ever-widening stretch of calm, 
blue-black water. His igloo lay there, his wife 
and waiting children. There was no help for 
it— he had to work fast. Though a strong 
wind was blowing out of the north, some 
ocean current in the water was carrying his 
small ice floe, along with several others, away 
from the shore ice at a rapid speed. If only 
... if only. ... But there was no time to 
think of that. The ice floe was a scant fifteen 
feet across and soon it might break up into 
smaller pieces. 

Only crying sea birds could see him as he 
used his wide-bladed knife to chop away at 
the edge of the teal's blow hole until it was 
large enough to pass the seal's body. He 
braced his feet and gave a mighty heave 
that drew the seal slithering onto the ice. 
He was lucky— the seal was over six feet long, 
an exceptionally large one. He set to work 


again with his knife while the sea wind blew 
from the north. 

Ismifa, Arnuk's wife, stood on the shore 
and watched the grey-black water between 
her and the few pieces of floe ice that were 
already at least a mile out to sea. She had 
heard the ice break up and had come down 
to the shore filled with fear for Arnuk. And 
she had been right— he could only be far out 
there on the Arctic Ocean. She thought she 
could even see a black spot on one of the 
ice fioes. 

She could not believe her eyes! One Ice 
floe detached itself from the others and began 
to move toward her. While all the others went 
on with the ocean current, one began to move 
against it. And surely— surely there was a 
brown spot on the ice floe that vibrated in 
the steadily freshening north wind. 

Several hours later she still squatted there 
on the snow-covered ice but her eyes were 
smiling even though her brown Eskimo face 
was as stem as ever. 

Before her, on the open water of the Ice- 
ringed bay, was a tiny ship. It had a mast— 
Arnuk's harpoon shaft, and a sail— the fresh 
skin of a big seal, and a hull— a small ice 
floe. The only passenger was Arnuk who sat 
holding the mast upright with his stiffened, 
cold-deadened arms. Since the wind was right 
behind him, he had no need for a rudder and 
though the ice ship moved slowly against the 
ocean current, there was just enough wind 
to drive it forward toward the shore. 

At last it touched the shore ice and she 
rushed forward to greet him. 

"I am glad," she said, and helped him to 
st^p ashore. 

"It is good," he said, taking care that the 
ice floe did not get away from him. 

Working silently, they took the seal's meat 
from the ice floe and the big skin and the 
harpoon. 

Immediately, the ice floe started to drift 
again— straight out to sea where Arnuk might 
have gone if he had not been the Eskimo 
hunter that he was. 



A WHINE FROM OUTSIDE BROUGHT NEETKA TO THE 
MOUTH OF THE OEN. 


KOBUK WAITED UNTIL HIS MATE HAD 

PICKEO UP HIS PRESENT THEN 

TROTTED AWAY TO HUNT FOR HIMSELF. 


LEADER OF THE 
WOLF PACK 


IN HER SNUG OEN ON THE NORTH- 
EAST SIDE OF THE SNOW-CAPPED 
OGILVIE RANGE. THE YOUNG SHE- 
WOLF. NEETKA. LAY WATCHING 
HER THREE-WEEKS-OLO PUPS... 
ONE WAS HER FAVORITE . . . 


HE WAS THE BIGGEST OF THE LOT 
--AND BY FAR THE MOST EAGER 
FOR FOOD OR FIGHTf HIS WOOLLY GRAY COAT 
WAS OARKERON THE SADDLE. WITH NO BROWN 
SHAOINGS... "GRAY BROTHER: NEETKA 
CALLEO HIM IN HER THOUGHTS. 


IT WAS KOBUK. HER MATE — A GREAT BLACK WOLF 
FROM THE NORTHERN TUNDRAS/ HE HAO BROUGHT 
HER TWO SNOWSHOE RABBITS! 





GRR-rrr. 

RRRf 


GA RRRRH/ 


NEETKA ATE ONE OF THE RABBITS IN ALMOST LESS 
TIME THAN IT TAKES TO TELL... THEN SHE GAZED FOR 
, A LONG MOMENT OUT OVER THE VALLEY, STILL LOCKED 
IN WINTERS ICE. 


WITH THE SECOND RABBIT IN HER MOUTH.SHE RE- 
ENTEREO THE DEN, TO BE GREETED BY GRAY BROTHER'S 
FEROCIOUS LITTLE 6ROWL8. 


6 RRRRRRHr 


SUDDENLY THE THREE-WEEKS-OLD PUP HURLED HIM 
SELF AT THE RABBIT'S TRAILING FEET* 


HE WAS STILL EXAMINING THE RAB8IT WHEN HIS LESS 
AMBITIOUS BROTHERS AND SISTERS WERE BEING NURSED 
TO SLEEP! NEETKA'S EYES GLOWED WITH PRIDE IN HIM! 


ONE AFTERNOON, A FEW WEEKS LATER, 
WHILE NEETKA WAS ABSENT ON A BRIEF 
HUNT, A WEASEL PAUSED OUTSIDE THE 
PUPS' DEN! FOR A MINUTE HE HESITATEO, 
BETWEEN HUNGER AND CAUTION ... U 


THEN, SENSING THAT THE 
SHE-WOLF WAS AWAY, HE ENTERED 

SWIFTLY HIS BEADY EYES 

GLITTERING? 



llKE HIS BIG COUSIN, THE WOLVERINE, THE WEASEL IS 
IN THE HABIT 0FATTACKIN6 ANIMALS MANY TIMES 

HIS WEIGHT SO GRAY BROTHER'S BABY DEFIANCE 

MEANT NOTHING TO THE MARAUDER f 


BUT INSTEAD OF CRINGING, 
THE PUP MET THE WEASEL'S 

LEAP HALFWAY WITH 

AMAZING COURAGE' 


THE FIGHT WAS BRIEF' GRAY BROTHER. BATTLING TO 
PROTECT HIS SMALLER BROTHERS, QUICKLY DOWNED 
HISRAUCOUS ENEMY ---AT THE EXPENSEOFA 
SLIGHTLY TORN EAR f 


AS HER PUPS GREW MORE ACTIVE, NEETKA TOOK THEM 
OUT HUNTING GROUSE IT WAS QUITE EXCITING FOR 

HIS LITTLE BROTHERS ANO SISTERS BUTGRAY 

BROTHER WAS SOON BORED _ 


HE STRUCK OUT ON HIS OWN, ONE DAY— -TOWARD THE 
SOUND OF STRONG TEETH CUTTING WOOD' THE BIG 
BOAR BEAVER LOOKED LIKE INTERESTING GAME 


HE MADE A GOOD STALK — AND RUSHED THE BIG 
RODENT OFF ITS FEET. 


GRRRRRf 



WARNED WHAT THOSE PUNISHING BEAVER TEETH 
COULD DO, THE PUP BROKE AWAY, ANO CLIMBEO THE 
OLO BOAR'S BACK' THE 8EAVER HEADED 
STRAIGHT FOR THE PONO 


IN THE CLINCH, THE BEAVER NlPPEO THE LOOSE 
SKIN OF GRAY BROTHER'S NECK. 


AND DIVED DEEP' GRAY BROTHER WENT UNDER. 


— ANO CAME UP, HALF CHOKEO WITH WATER 1 HE HAD 
LEARNED A LOT ABOUT BEAVERS IN JU9THALFA 
MINUTE. 


THROUGHOUT THE SUMMER AND FALL,GRAY 8ROTHER 

OUTGREW HIS 8ROTHERS YET, BY THE TIME WINTER 

GRI PPE 0 THE VALLEY ASAIN , ALL WERE REAOT TO JOIN 
THE PACK WHICH KOBUK LED 



BY THE BEGINNING OF HIS THIRD WINTER, GRAY BROTHER 
WAS WITHIN FORTY POUNDS OF HIS GREAT SIRE'S WEIGHT 
— FAR 8IGGER THAN THE AVERAGE TIMBER WOLF, AND 
WELL FED... 


BUTIN JANUARY, DEEP, 
DRY SNOW SLOWEOTHE 
PACK'S HUNTING SPEED. 
THE LONGER LEGGEO 
CARIBOU 


...MOOSE AND 
EVEN DEER, KEPT 
EASILY AHEAD OF 
THEM? HUNGER WAS 
PINCHING THE FLANKS 
OF EVERY WOLF. 


THEY CAUGHT THE SCENT 
OFA GRIZZLY BEAR'S FRESH 
KILL! WHEN THEY CAME IN 
SIGHT, THE BEAR REARED UP. 
SNARLING ANGRILY! 

IT WAS A CASE OF FIGHT OR STARVE! 
GREAT BUCK KOBUK SPRANG FIRST ' 

TO DRAW THE BEAR'S ATTENTION 

AND GIVE THE PACK ITS CHANCE— -A 
BUT A MIGHTY PAW SWEPT OUT— -ji 


BUT NOTHING IN THE NORTH CAN MATCH THE STRENGTH 
OFA BIG GRIZZLY! SLIM NEETKA WENT FLYING FROM 
THOSE MIGHTY PAWS EVEN AS HER SON, GRAY 


•AND NEETKA, HIS MATE, LEAPED TO HIS RESCUE! 



REACHING FOR GRAY BROTHER, THE BEAR EXPOSED HIS 


HINDQUARTERS TO ATTACK BY THE RESTI IT WAS TOO 
MUCH FOR HIS NERVES... 


MOWRRHf 


GRUMBLING ANO SNARLING, HE MADE FOR A 8IG 
ROCK, SOME FIFTY YARDS OISTANT, WHERE HE 
COULO PROTECT HIS BACK. 


THERE HE REARED UP, CHALLENGING 


AOURR- 


... BUT THE PACK WAS NO LONGER INTERESTED 
IN HIM? HUNGER CALLEO THEM TO THE FRESHLY- 
KILLED CARIBOU MEAT THE GRIZZLY HAD 
ABANDONED' 


ONLY NEETKA AND GRAY BROTHER PAUSEO BESIDE 

KOBUK’S STILL FORM THE SHE-WOLF'S LONELY 

WAIL VOICING HER GRIEF? 


A SNARL OF CHALLENGE OREWGRAY BROTHER'S 
GAZE TO THE PACK f CHAKO, KOBUK'S RIVAL FOR 
LEADERSHIP, WAS CLAIMING THE KILL ? 





SUDDEN RAGE FLAMED IN GRAY BROTHER ? 
LIKE A LIVING THUNDERBOLT HE KNOCKED 
CHAKO SPINNING. 


PROUDLY THE SON OF KOBUK RETURNED TO THE KILL ! 
FROM DEEP IN HIS THROAT ROLLED THE CHALLENGE 
TO OISPUTE HIS PLACE. AND NONE REPLIED ( 


SHOCKED BY THE YOUNG WOLF'S WEIGHT ANO 
FURY, CHAKO, VETERAN OF MANY FIGHTS.TURNEO 
TAILIN yelping flight? 

ONLY NEETKA.HIS MOTHER, MOVED CLOSE TO TAKE 
THE FIRST BlTE OF LIFE-GIVING FOOD? FOR THE 

NEW LEAOER OF THE WOLF PACK GRAY WOLF 

•-WAS STILL HER SON? 



First In Battle -- First In Peace! 

INDIAN 

CHIEF 

Get a Copy Today at your 

favorite Deli Comics Dealer Only 10$ 



WALRUS HUNTING 

In the old days, before Eskimos were able to get rifles, the taking of even one 
walrus was a task for a hero, because the walrus is an animal who fights back. A wounded 
one can be as dangerous in the water as a polar bear is on the ice. A ton of fighting fury, 
with tusks twelve to eighteen inches long, a thick, tough hide, and a tiny brain — a bull 
walrus has taken the life of many an Eskimo. 

But nowadays the Eskimo hunters go out in a big motor boat, armed with rifles, and 
plan to come back loaded with walrus meat. Their method is to locate a herd of walrus on 
a floating “ice pan” by the grunting and roaring of the bulls. This sound can be heard 
for miles. The next and more difficult job is to get within rifle range unseen — or else the 
walruses may dive. 

Landing on the ice pan may be the best way to approach one herd. Gliding up in the 
boat may be best for another. Suddenly the .30-06 rifles crash in a steady, rolling fire. 

The ^surviving walruses plunge to safety in the sea. . . . And that night the loaded boats 
chug back to the village, rich in meat, hides and ivory! Without meat, the Eskimo would 
starve. Without ivory to carve and sell, be would have no money: and without the walrus 
hides, he would have no boats to hunt in. 



Moments later 

IF ONLY I HAD A GUN, I COULD 
SHOOT OFF THE LOCK— — 


GREAT WORK, SERGEANT? WE'VE GOT 
A GUN APIECE' NOW WE'LLTAKE 
CARE OF THE OTHER TWO CROOKS 
L IN MY CABIN 


Mr UU I ET, TWO-GUN' 
SOMEBODY’S COMING 1 
I HEAR STEPS 


AND, JUST THREE MINUTES AFTERWARD- 


TWO GUN ‘ 


NEVER MIND HOW ' BUT I LEARNED 
THIS — A GUN NEVER TAKES THE 
.PLACE OF BRAINS AND GRIT.'r^ 


TO PARENTS 


A PLEDGE 


The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has brim, a /lositive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell rode elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
tchen your child buys a Dell Comic 


^AND IN ONE 
Fmore MINUTE 
THIS CASE WILL 
BE CLOSED 7 


Bound and locked in a log storeroom by the thieves 

HE HAS TRAILED, PRESTON CUTS HIS COMPANION, "TWO-GUN', 
HONEST MINER, LOOSE WITH A CHANCE-FOUND KNIFE . 


SvtqeoMZ PRESTO I 

OF THE YUKON- CASE M ISTQR1 

777a n 2d tf /iout a Gun / / ^T\\ 




